"But look here, Juliette . . ."

"My mother eats very little at night: as a rule, no
more than a bit of salad. Go and get your dinner
somewhere else."

"But what shall I tell her?"

"Tell her nothing: go away, as you used to, on
tip-toe."

"But I've no money on me. . . ."

"You know perfectly well that there are always
some notes in that cigarette-box. Take what you
want. It's always been your way to take second
helpings."

"Juliette, I shan't go unless you agree to a meeting."

"Where?"

"To-morrow, noon, Place Saint-Michel."

"All right then, to-morrow, Fernand. ... I find
it difficult to believe that I ever loved you!"

"I will bring your letters with me, and you must
bring mine."

"Agreed. I shall keep only one of them, the last,
the one in which you said good-bye. It was a master-
piece."

"Till to-morrow, then, Juliette."

"Dinner! Juliette, dinner!"
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